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MATT REYNOLDS REPENTANCE. 
(conciupEp.) 
Tt’was a morning marvellous. for beauty 
in-the Indian summer, that time, dear chil- 


ing, Tom’ said: to 
John, 

“Bee here, the 
bottom 0’ this bas- 


Mr. Marvyn 
shook his head, 
and then a sudden 


your expenses for a year at a school in this 
city, taught by a friend of mine, and I will 
find you a place with him to do some light 


. light leaped into| work for your board, and you may leave 

dren; which, I believe, the older you grow |ket: is' a kind of his daughter’s| your uncle's just as soon as you like.” 

the more you comprehend of the true utter: | shaky.’ We want face. Matthew tried to thank his benefactor, 

ance and sentiment of all the’ changes of|a newepapet to “O, papa, YOu! but the words faltered and broke in his 

the year, will become the dearest and holiest | cover it.” remember the boy | throat, and Grace Marvyn stepped up to 

to you. Tn s monient who geve us the |him and laid~her small, soft hand on his 
Matthew Reynolds came out of the back| John —_ returned mountain laurel 


door ‘of his uncle’s dwelling, and stood under 
the grape-vine which draped the old brown 
porch, and the thick clusters hung like large 
purple goblets among the fading leaves, 


with the last 
week’s paper, and 
Matthew’s' eye 
caught it as he 





last summer !” 
« Yes, so it is,” 
smiling euriously 


shoulder. 
You needn't try,” she said, in her sweet, 


earnest, voice, ‘‘ papa knows all that you 
want to say.” 


into. the . boy’s 
It was a still, golden morning,;, heaps of | was folding’ the face. r “ Now be a good bei Matthew, and don’t 
a a Loe nant - om emails ins dh th ue ead “an ome one fatays of all mother’s san you, 
could hear the leap of the distant Water-fall of thick brown pa- black  portemon- heomthot v1 Bathe pe Pam 
in that still, yearning “atmosphere, which Pde stairs, Tom, ays naie from hispork~| his neck, in that aaxious, loving way which 
mage pete peered “a evenness oat ga to se te 
fa thorwoeds-cnnie sili vashbekes:: | buabon ent of delighted sur-|'°Z® mother: 


The storms and the frosts had frayed and 
wilted the leaves of the trees, but the apples, 
buried among the half-gnarled brancheslike 
Venetian vases, and the large, golden-green 
pears drooped gracefully from their slender 
stems like great cups of emerald. So Mat- 
thew Reynolds looked out.on-the morning, 
and rejoiced because the summer’s work was 
all done ; the harvest was. gathered in—only 
the day before he had piled the last load of 
corn in the barn-loft—the wheat was all 
planted, the potatoes and turnips gathered 
in, and his uncle had at Jast paid joff “ the 
hands,” and given the boys a grim permis- 
sion to turn out on their own hook for the 
next’ week. 

Matthew had, for the last month, enter- 
tained a darling project, which he had com- 
municated only to his mother, and this was 
to collect nuts enough during the fall to pay 
for a term’s schooling at the village acade- 
my. 

It had been a remarkably good season for 
these, and Matthew knew all the “ best 
trees” within four miles of his home, and 
his uncle always allowed the boys to use 
their own money as _ they liked, and would 
not object to Matthew’s attending the acad- 
emy, provided it did not interfere with his 
“chores,” which Matthew thought he could 
manage by dint of a little extra exertion at 
morning and evening. 

So he had resolved to devote the next 
week to nutting ; and as he stood under the 
old porch that morning, he thought what an 
exquisite 4ay it was to go off into the woods, 
and he felt quite certain he should find a 
“ good haul” of nuts, for there had been 
sharp frosts and high winds the week be- 
fore. 

And as he stood there, softened and glad- 
dened by the face and the voice of that au- 
tumn morning, and building little air-castles 
in\the future, his cousins came out of the 
kitchen, coarse and boisterous as usual, with 
th¢ir lines, and poles, and baskets, all in 
readiness for the excursion they had planned 
the night before. 

“I say, Matt, why don’t you go down to 
the pond to-day? We're going ‘to haye a 
jolly time ?” asked Tom Strong, as he wound 


newspaper, cause I ain’t read it.” 
“ Well, hurry up, then—you.” 


to him’on the still air, Matthew ran his 


away the fait’ blood from his brown cheek : 


lages of Pentonville and Woodstock, 4 black moroeco porte- 
oval gold locket. As this latter was Invaluable t6 the owner, 


Marvyn, 109 Pine Street.” 


Matthew Reynolds, and he stood there 


get, went on in his soul once more. 


table drawer in his little chamber. Mat- 
thew had never felt a temptation to use the 
money since that time, and the conscious- 


covered the owner, and his thoughts took 
shape after this wise : 

“There can’t be any mistake. , I just 
know plain as daylight that this Mr. Mar- 
vyn’s the man who owns the portemonnaie ; 


on that journey, 


heart on it so. But'then that money isn’t 


so hard, so hard!” and here Matthew drew 
his little brown hand across his eyes, and 


And’as his cousins went out of the garden|overhead had been eavest 
gate, and their loud laughter floated back|surely must have heard his words : 


getit'in a jiff if you'll let’ me have’ the)he swallowed it bravely back, and in a mo-'prise, and Mr. Marvyn seized it as one 
ment he spoke out so loud that if the birds, would a long-lost treasure, and emptied, out 
whose nests swung in the great pear-tree its contents upon the table, and. gazed. long 
pping, they and greedily onthe face inside the minia- 


ture, and then he turned to Matthew, and 


« And I will do it if it Kills me, for it’s asked in a voice not just steady, “ Where 


“« Well, daughter, what. is it ?” 

Mr. Maryyn asked ‘this question as he 
ness of its possession had sometimes laid|!aid down his large ivory seal-stamp, and 
heavy on his soul, but now he felt that he|*wept several freshly-directed letters on one 
could no longer retain it, as he had dis-|side of the table. 


y, ‘You may 
never know anything, ! Mat#hiéw Reynolds ;/admiririg the blossoms of mountain laurel, 
+ Lost —Owdt sehr the'oid timmpiite-road, between the vit you may: grow up to be # for, hard-vwork- 


monnalé, containing one hundred dollars in gold, and a smaii|iMg, ignorant sort o” man, but, at least, 


eyes over the columns of the ‘single city|right. I'll go straight to werk earnin’ the did you find this, my boy ?” 
weekly which found its way to the dwelling} money jest as steadily as 
of farmer Strong, and it ‘so ‘hijppened that/in” to school, and I'l catfy that to Mr.|whole truth—how he had dropped the porte- 


his gaze fell upen an advertisement which|Marvyn and ‘tell him the whole ‘truth, and ‘monnaie from his pocket that afternoon when 
arrested ‘his attention, and fairly drove|then I'l! come home 


ugh Iwas go-; And Matthew told Mr, Marvym the 


\the geutleman’s horse started while he was 


and how he had shouted once after him, but 
he did not hear, and drove on. —~ 





the finder will be liberally rewarded by returning 1 to: Cyrus} ou'll be an boriest one, and when’ you come! “ But, my child, you shouldn't have given 
to stand fice to face with your dying hotr|up so; you should have called the second 
The paper fluttered from the hands of|you won’t be sorry for it.”” 
So Matthew turned*into the kitcken in 
thoughtfully twisting his fingers together,|search of a basket, and resolved to waste no/|rest, only just at that moment I wanted the 
while something of the old'pain and’ strug-|more time, and he found that it comes much money so.” 
gle of a June morning he could never for-|easier to do right the second time than the| He stammered out the words in great 
first, and that every time we gain a vittory| confusion, but the boy’s honesty and ingenu- 
The portemonnaie with the locket and the|over ourselves we have more strength for|ousness won upon the gentleman’s interest. 
gold still. lay. concealed in a comer of the|another. 


time.” 
«“T know it, sir, but—I can’t tell you the 





He drew Matthew to him, and laid his 
hand on his head, and said gently, « You 
need not fear to tell me all, my lad, just as 
though I were your own father.” 

Nobody but his mother had ever laid so 
soft a hand on Matthew’s hair, and the gen- 
tle touch and kindly tones fell like sweet 


“You know it’s Christmas, week after|balm upon the boy’s soul, and he burst into 


next, and—” i 
“ Ts it possible ! how time flies!” 
« Yes, it is; and you know, papa”— 


tears. 
Mr. Marvyn let them have their way, 
only his hand still kept its soft, persuasive 


“TI know that a certain naughty little|pressure on Matthew’s hair, and in a. little 


but how in the world am I to get it back to|gir! wants to make terrible inroads upon my | while the sobs. ceased, and he told the story 
him? It’s sixty miles to the city, and it’lljpurse. Let’s see, now—a Christmas-tree|of his struggles, and the temptation over 
cost four dollars to take me there and back, |hung with all sorts of pretty gimoracks, and 
and as I’ll have to earn this money, I can’t|* patty in the evening, and a new dress, and 
go to the academy. next term, if I spend it|what else?” 


which he had triumphed, to his interested 
auditors, Little by little, too, Mr; Marvyn 
won the boy to speak of his own life, of his 


“©, papa!” laughing and clapping her} widowed mother and orphan sister, “and of 


“ Tt’ kill: me, I do. believe, to give up}hands, “ you've guessed just right so far—|his‘hard; harsh uncle, who made his home a 
goin’ to the academy this winter, I’d set my|g° on !” 


place to be almost dreaded and hated by his 


But at that moment there was @ quick|orphan nephew. And there were tears in 


mine, and I’ve no right to keep it, and now|rap at the library door, and a servant. put 
I’ve found out the owner, I shouldn’t bejher head in, exclaiming, in her: broad, Hi-|paused at last. 
happy a single hour knowing that I’d got}bernian accents, ‘* There’s a boy hereas 
what didn’t belong to me. I guess T’ll make}says he has some private business with you,|/The gentleman sat, still, slowly winking his 
up my mind todo what is right, though it’s}sir.” 
“ Well, bring him in, Biddy 


the blue eyes of Grace Marvyn when. he 
There fell a little silence betwixt the two. 


eyes, as was the habit with him, and look- 
ing at Matthew with'a pleasant smile. At 


Matthew Reynolds entered. the library}last he spoke, taking, up. the pile of gold 


It was, a winter's morning, with flayed 
clouds of leaden gray piled up:in the east, 
and a light snow had embossed the earth, 
arid the farm fences, and the roofs of the 
houses the night before. Matthew Rey- 
nolds was this morning, leaving his home; 
his mother had packed his small wardrobe 
in the little green trunk with brass nails, 
and John had eonsefted to take it to the 
depot in the wagon. 

Matthew's" projected departure, and the 
circumstances which oceasioned it, had given 
him a new importance at the farm-house.— 
It was quite évident that’ the plan did not 
meet with his uncle’s approval, for he seve- 
ral times grimly expressed himself that he 
reckoned the boy ’d be glad enough to get 
back, but he must hoe his own patch, and 
this. morning he had gone off to the barn 
immediately after breakfast, without so 
muchas bidding his nephew good-bye, though 
he knew he was to leave within an hour.— 
But the household crowded round him with 
kindly farewells, and sister Ellen’s eyes 
were blurred with tears as she kiseed him 
over and over, and his mother slipped a pa- 
per of doughnuts into his brown overcoat 
pocket—for Matthew had a new suit of 
clothes new—and so he went.out from the 
old tarm-house with a brave, and yet an 
aching heart, for the future was full of 
promise, and yet he loved his mother and 
his sister, and that gray old roof had shel- 
tered his boyhood for years, 

“So he’s gone, has he?” asked farmer 

Strong, as he came in from the barn to 
take his lunch about the middle of the fore- 
noon. 
Mrs, Reynolds did not answer, Some- 
thing rising in her heart against her brother 
kept down the words, and Ellen’s young 
voice spoke up: 

« Yes, uncle, didn’t you know it? He 
went just after breakfast.” 

Perhaps the mother’s silence irritated the 
man; at any rate, the fact that his nephew 
could thus go out from under his roof and 
his authority, was not altogether a pleasant 
reflection to a man like Josiah Strong, and 
he spoke out, as he struck the end of his 
boot with his ox-whip, ‘“‘ Well, there’s one 


? ' Sf , 9 : R comfort, we shan’t miss him much, for he 
up his cord. the tears hung like shining drops of rain on|with a shy, half-frightened gaze, for the boy|which lay upon the table : never earned his galt; but,.I. reckon he’ll 

«Cause I’m for the woods and, the nuts| the tips of his fingers. thad never been in the-eity'before,' andthe) “Well, my boy, you know I said that}, over his city. notions, and be glad'to 
today.” « How do ‘I know; too, ‘but when T tell sights and sounds bewildered him.|the finder of my lost locket. should be gen- 


“You're green,” interposed ‘the 
tones of John, who was the oldest of. the 
boys; “farmer Gray won’t pay you mor'n 
fifty; cents a, bnshel. You'll: do better)to 
come along with us.” 

For a moment Matthew hesitated ; but 
the thought of his cousins’ society, betwixt 
which and himself existed so many, repel- 
lant elements; decided him, for the. woods, 
And just as the brothers:were: about start- 


gruff that man he'll say [ might have called after ‘He saw, too, 


such a kind face. 
“T's iny duty to. return him the money 





There|was another pause; and something 














but if I do I'll haye to.give up the rl 


the amused smile whieh flashed |erously rewarded, and’ your honesty ‘has 
him till he heard me, and that I meant to|up into the eyes and half parted the lips off 


steal:the money, and have me sent to jail?/Grace Marvyn, as she looked at the old- 
I.don’t. believe ‘he would, though, he had/fashioned garments whith clothed the coun-|face glowing with ‘surprise, “I didn’t ex- 
try bey: 
But in a moment Matthew’ recor: 

and the locket, there’s no, denying that ;/himself, and, walking straight up to Mr. 


earned this.” 
«Q, sir,” and Matthew drew back, his 


pect anything; I thought you would be of- 
fendéd with me for keeping it so long.” 
* No, you, resisted, a great temptation, 


‘atvyn, he answered that gentléman’s|and now you shall find that ‘God does not 


lance of surptise-with the question, « Do|forget his promises'to those who remeniber 
rising and choking in the’ boy’s throat? But}you know me, sit?” 


him. You shall’ havé this mondy to defray 





come, sneakin’ back one 0’ these days, for he 
al’ays was & lazy dog any how.” 

Mrs. Reynolds ‘whs ironing by the kitchen 

She ‘saf down her flat-iron on the 

ring, and walked straight up toher brother, 

A red spot burned, in either cheek; for the- 


_ | words had stung her mother’s heart past en-- 


durance, . 
w Josiah,” shé ‘said, ‘Isying her hand 
his arm,’and something in her strong, clea. 











tones made thé man start, and stare at her. 
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THE 


YOUTH’S COMPANION. 














in dumb astonishment, “ Matthew has been | puts this in, merely as a Substitute for the by every little girl this case, if not-speedily relieved, the diver | God had thus rescued me. The prayers of 
to you a and hard-working, faithful | mame of the A ty, Ano man says : 0! must perish. Rig my poor were heard, and my sinful 
boy ever since you took him, a fatherless |“ by Gocege iT* er * by the ane horn | my dear: : ‘ soul Was to the narrow of life, 
orphan, under your roof, and you know it; 8.” boys say “ darn it,” plague have to do,—to the servaats : which, i » I had never totally n, 
and now neyer let me hear youspeak of him | it.” ‘The other day heard a lady say in a | the hired man on the SORAPS FOR YOUTH. | though I had in so greata degree en 
with such words again till you stand face | Very excited state,“ Graciousalive—mercy’s | mates, to rr : >— under foot the truths I had learned, seeking 
to face with his dead father in the presence sake—mercy on me.” Now all these ex-| father other. Por the Companion. | to crush them as I should a serpent. 
of God, who will you both.” pressions, and such as these, approach very arr like Leonore, may direct som GuOuen AND TEE TULIPS “ What followed? My duel was a_pain- 
“ Myst toda Strong, to Mrs,|nearly to breaking this commandment. | Bill Briggen to the Savour in heaven !— Z 7 , ful subject, and I resolved to. give it up. 
Raye tatn and walked slowly back to all partake of the nature of taking | S. Adv, Little George had long wished for » bed) But this was not all; I was filled with sym- 
her ironing, but that was all. The roused }God’s name in vain. No one who loves the : 


spirit of the little pale-faced,,half-crushed 
woman had at last cowered him, and 

his heart whispered to him that he © 

have somewhat to answer in that day to that 
God who judgeth righteously—somewhat for 
the orphan boy who had gone out that morn- 
ing from his roof with neither a kind word 
nor a parting blessing. 


It was.an afternoon inthe late May. The 
birds were singing in the newly-hung nests 
among the apple branches the sweet inau- 

ral of spring, and sweet winds and soft 

imples of sunshine came into the open win- 
dows of farmer Strong’s “‘ best room.” 

There had been for an hour previous the 
sound of earnest voices inside, and one of 
the speakers at last rose up and went to Mrs, 
Reynolds, whose pale face was full of the 


light of glad thoughts as he said to her, | bo 


“And now permit me to congratulate you 
en the possession of such a son. He will 
make a good and noble man, and the account 
I have just given you of his progress in his 
stadies, and his whole moral and intellectual 
progress is enough to make any mother’s 
heart throb with honest pride.” 

« And mine does, sir,” answered the glad 
mother as she drank in the precious words. 
« I always knew that my boy could do honor 
to his mother.” 

« And now, Mrs. Reynolds, Idid not come 
here to acquaint you with Matthew’s success 
alone. I have another proposition to make 
you. My old housekeeper left me last week 
to join her daughter at the west, and if you 
will accept her vacant position you can see 
your boy every day. 

“ You will bring your little daughter with 
you, where she algo can enjoy the advan- 
tages of the best schools, and we can prom- 
ise you both a quiet home, where none will 
vex or disturb you, and where your duties 
will be by no means arduous. ill you ac- 
cept. them ?” 

Mrs. Reynolds did not speak, but Mr. 
Marvyn was answered when she grasped his 
hand and lifted her brimming eyes to his. 
So he went out of the door murmuring soft- 
ly to himself, “It is more blessed to give 
than to receive,” and ke heard the birds 
singing in the bo just as they 
on - that Th psn og of “ Matthew 
Reynold’s Repentance.” 

CONVULSIONS OF NATURE. 

We live in a climate that is remarkably 
free from those alarming convulsions which 
spread dismay and death in other countries. 
We sometimes hear, indeed, that the shock 
of an earthquake has been felt somewhere 
in our neighborhood; but it amounts to 
nothing more than the slightest possible 
tremor among sundry sets of china, or the 
jingle of a door bell, or the clap of a window 
pane which the lightest zephyr would set in 
motion. 

We know nothing, therefore, of that feel- 
ing of insecurity which persons experience 
in other countries, where earthquakes, tor- 
nadoes, avalanches, &c., are of common oc- 
currence. 

Just turn to the cut which we furnish 
this week. See the havoc occasioned by a 
destructive avalanche. Immense boulders 
are tambling down from the tops of the 
mountains. A church steeple is overturned ; 
trees are torn up by the roots, and a black 
eloud of dust and smoke marks the footsteps 
of the destructive agent. 

It is painful enough to read of such 
things. It is sufficiently distressing to 
learn from a distance of the wholesale loss 
of life and property; but to be an actual 
witness of the awful scene—to behold men 
and woman crushed to atoms under falling 
buildings,—to hear the cries of distress and 
agony, and the thunders of the avalanche, 
must transcend anything of which we who 
live in this climate can form a notion. 

ee ey 
SWEARING. 

“Thon shalt not take the name of the 
Lord thy God in ‘vain, for the Lord will 
not hold him guiltless that taketh his name 
in vain.” No decent, moral, well-bred 
man or child will ever break this command 
by taking the great name of God lightly 
upon their = But many people, even 

‘Sunday-school children, have a way ofbreak- 
ing this com which, though they 
may not care about it, is regarded in heaven 
as very sinful, I know aman, who when- 
-ever he is much excited says “ by Jove.” 
Jove is the name of a hea’ sa ek sald he 


Saviour ever ought to use them, and if any 
of my readers have ever been in the habit 
of doing so, let me beg of them never again 
to sin so. Remember what Jesus said, 
« Let your communication be yea, yea, nay, 
nay, for whatsoever is more than these 
cometh of evil.” 





THE FAMILY. 





LEONORE AND BILL BRIGGEN. 

Leonore was a pale and feeble child. That 
she might gain strength and get roses on 
her cheeks, she was taken to the sea-shore 
by her parents. Old Mrs. Briggen, a fish- 
erman’s wife, was hired to give a daily 
bath, and old Bill Briggen often took her 
out upon the great wide sea in his fishing- 


at. 

Bill Briggen and his wife were rough 
in their looks and rude in their manners. 
But their hearts were true and warm, and 
they were so kind and so gentle to Leonore, 
that she soon learned to love them with very 
strong affection. The fisherman told her 
stories of the sea, and she told him stories 
of the land. Snugging close to the side of 
Betty Briggen, in the stern of the boat, she 
listened with wonder and delight while the 
old man sung sea-songs, and talked of por- 
poises, of the silver-shelled nautilus, and 
othe? wonders of the deep deep sea which 
rolled so grandly around them. — 

Leonore was a good child, and she often 
talked about heaven to the simple-hearted 
fisherman and his wife. They listened with 
much interest to her beautiful pictures of 
the glorious Jand. One day poor Bill Brig- 
gen sighed and said— 

« Evernity ! ah! I has yet to hoist sail 
in them seas, and have not a notion how to 
pilot em.” : 

Leonore gave him a Bible, and told him it 
was a chart by which he might steer to the 
port of heaven. 

The fisherman took it gladly. Leonore 
went home with her father, General North, 
but she did not forget to pray, especialy on 
stormy nights, for her dear old sailor, Bill 
Briggen and his wife Betty. 

A few months passed and Betty Briggen 
wrote to General North. Thinking you 
would like to read her letter I will print it. 
It is a very touching epistle :— 


*¢ Sm, your Honor, Gengrat Norra, 

** In hopes this finds you well, and madam, 
and the young darling lady, as it leaves mea 
poor desolate widow. Sir, it was with my 
poor Bill as he always said ; he went out, and 
returned home one dark night no more. ‘ Bet,’ 
says he, ‘* I'll take out our Bible no more ; 
then, if I should be lost, you’ll have that to 
cast anchor by.’ But he was always mindin 
of itat home. He took wonderful notice of al 
}it had to say of the sea: and that very last 
night, as he lighted up the lantern, and turned 
up that part where the good Lord came walk- 
ing right firm where the worst sea was chafing, 
in the eye of the wind, and catched hold of the 
hand of the poor fisher, Peter, when he was 
lost, as we speak, in the tempesting waves, it 
seemed as if he knew all aiore him, for he 
lifted up a prayer like to none but a last ; and 
he said to me, ‘ Bet,’ said he, ‘ if your old man 
some night should come back with his fish-nets 
| no more, what we read from the book will be 

the picture of him—the waves all a tempest, 
land dark, and he sinking,—ab, then, Bet, 
there'll be a hand that will catch hold of your 
Bill’s, and heave him up to that fife in 
ersenitr. I shall know the hand, Bet; for 
*twill be His who was nailed on the tree. If 
| it please the good God I should happen of that, 
| don’t fret over the salt sea for me, but hoist a 
prayer up where the stars lie afloat up above ! 
here’s no tempesting waves for your old man 
up there, Bet ; for He rales there who walked 
on the wind, and hushed up the storm with 
| the breath of his mouth. O 
| he turned off to 
fast afore a fresh breeze in our seas, as a 
prayer to them skies!’ I was a-letting him 
out, and didn’t I note how there shone out a 
star from the darkness right above him as he 





t,’ says he, as| 
, ‘ there’s no sail scuds so | 





EATEN ALIVE. 

Not a day we live’ but these bodies of 
ours, which we take such pride in, furnish 

food to millions of animals. Yes, it isa 

humiliating, but an undeniable fact, that the 

human body provides food and habitation 

for countless varieties of inferior creatures. 

Take a good microscope, and there is scarce- 

ly a part of the human frame in which you 

may not discover living beings. In some | 
cases they have no right to be there, and 

their presence causes disease and even 

death. In other instances their presence is 

needed, and stagnation and death would en- 

sue without them. Where they are in- 

truders, it is our duty to get rid of them as 

soon as possible. There is a worm called 

the Guinea worm, which buries itself in the 
flesh of man, It is long and slender, like a 
fiddle-string; its length varies from six 

inches to twelve feet. It is not more than 
the one-sixtieth part of an inch in length 
when it first penetrates the skin. It grows 
wonderfully fast, and becomes the parent of 
numerous young ones. These produce vio- 
lent itching, and finally a boil forms, which 
breaks, and discovers the head of the parent 
animal. It may be then caught and pulled 
out. But great care must be taken not to 
break it in two, otherwise dangerous and 
even fatal effects are apt to follow. 

The disease called the Itch, is caused by a 
small insect, which by skillful management 
can be caught and seen under a microscope. 
There are others that infest the internal 
parts of the human body, some of which re- 
semble a flounder or flat-fish. 

Besides the above, all the various fluids 
of the body, such as the blood, the 
tears, the spittle, &c., are completely filled 
with living beings, These are natural to 
those juices, which require the presence of 
such organized beings, just as the aquarium 
requires different kinds of fishes to preserve 
its purity, and keep it from putrifaction. 

Thus is it true that daily and hourly we 
are being eaten alive. * 

MY CHILD’S HYMN. 


1 am a very little child ; 

I’m very young, and very wild, 
And sometimes naughty too ; 
I’m led by many a toolish thought, 
To do the things I never ought 

To think of, or to do. 


But God, the holy God above, 
Is very kind, and full of love 
For little ones like me ; 
And he will hear me if I pray, 
And he will help me every day 
A better child to be. 
—-e-—__ 
DIVERS. 

It is one thing to talk about diving down 
to the bottom of the sea, and another thing 
to do it. The business of a regular diver 
is one of extreme difficulty and danger, as 
we may learn from the following :— 


When a vessel has settled down in a 
sandy bottom, it is preserved for many 
months from breaking up ; and its position 
may be much the same as it would be when 
floating in calm water, if it be not tilted 
over by any under current drifts. The 
| light, of course, depends a deal upon 
the depth and nature of the bottom; but 
where there is no chalk to give a milky 
thickness to the water, the diver pursues his 
work in a kind of gloomy twilight. By the 
jaid of this he can see and feel his way 





aes ! And when I look up to them now, | round the ship, but when he ascends to the 


m’t they seem to my senses all kindled | geok, 


brighter for joy that my poor Bill 

hem. ese few | 
words on 
| But I hope your honor, and madam, and the 


darling young lady will come again, though 


as before, and not one of the 
found me lagging yet; but I ta! 
back 
ing ; and sometimes I could just not go at all ; | 
only [take my first look at the Bible, and, | 
though I cant read, I cam tell where the words | 
mostly lie, and they turn up in my mind with | 
the sound of the voice of my old man. So no 
more at present from your unworthy servant, 
Berry Briccen.”’ 
Poor little Leonore cried nearly all da 

over that letter. She was sorry poor Bill 
was dead ; but she was glad that her Bible 
had guided him to the of heaven. 


ntlefolks has | 
e a lazy step | 








port 
I Leonore’s example will be fgllowed 


madam ordered has nothing to guide him 
a Paw - pore | This is the most difficult, and yet the most 


again now, for thero’s no husband await- | twisted 


and winds down into the principal 


is up amon: . . A 
And I'got friend to put th f & | cabins, he finds oe gerd dark, and 


ut his hands.— 


frequent labor he has to encounter; the 


my poor Bill and his boat harbor no more on| danger being that in a large vessel, where 
this shore, but I can do all as regular and well|the cabin stairs are deep, and the cabins are 


long and broad, he may get his air tube 
round some unfamiliar projection, 
and so squeeze off his supply of life from 
above. In positions such as this he requires 
all his nerve and self-possession, all his 
power of feeling his way back in the exact 
road that he came. He may have got the 
precious casket to which he has been di- 
rected, in his arms ; but what of that if he 
die before he can reach the stairs ? 


The greatest danger seems to arise from 


of tulips; so, when the spring opened, his 
father gave him some bulbs, and showed 
him how to plant them in the brown soil.— 
The boy could scarcely wait, so impatient 
was he to see the result of his labors. 
Eagerly he watched the upspringing of the 
slender stems, the forming of the buds, and 
the unfolding of the blossoms. When all 
were in bloom, he called the family out to 
enjoy their beauty with him. The tulips 
were, indeed, regal. 
@ pure golden hue, some were striped with 
scarlet, some were pink like a rose leaf, 
while others were of many mingled dyes. 

Little George frolicked and danced 
around them. He peeped into one and 
then into another. He compared their size, 
he pressed them gently together, the better 
to contrast their shades, At length he 
paused, and stood for a few minutes lost in 
thought. Then, he exclaimed, “ Ah! if 
these fine tulips would only bear fruit, rich, 
rosy apples, or velvet peaches, or even 
great purple plums, how nice it would be !” 

His sister Jane, cried, “ Oh, charming!” 
as her fancy tipped the stalks with crimson 
strawberries and juicy pears: but his father 
said gravely, “ Alas! my son, why is man 
always dissatisfied? A moment since, and 
your highest wishes were fulfilled ; yet even 
in this ‘short space, you find your treasures 
imperfect. I wonder that God is not weary 
with our constant cry, ‘Grant me this gift 
also.’ ” 

Little George felt the reproof. A tear 
of regret fell on the tulip near him. His 
father saw it, and gathering the flower, he 
carried it away in his bosom. 8. 

eee VEE 
A MOTHER’S FAITH. 

Mrs. Mason, a Scotch lady, was noted for 
her unwavering faith. She once attended 
& prayer-meeting held by a God-fearing 
sect called Covenanters, who in those times 
were suffering a dreadful persecution on ac- 
count of their religion and love to Jesus.— 
She had gone for the special purpose of 


Some of them were of) 


pathy for him who I had regarded as my ad- 
versary, and I longed to a it known to 
him and to those who were to have been the 
witnesses of our crime. The day began to 
dawn and the hour of our meeting arrived. 
My cmmpenien came to see me; but I had 
gone on first, and hastened to the wood, 
which had been the place chosen for theduel. 
I reached the place first, and felt that the 
Lord was graciously present with me. My 
adversary, accompanied by his second and 
mine arrived there, and perceiving me, he 
cried out, 

‘Here Lam; make ready.’ I answered 
seriously, but with much feeling, ‘ lamready, 
in the presence of God, to ask pardon of you, 
and to forgive you any wrong you may have 
done to me.’ 

‘Coward ! scoundrel !’ he excaimed ‘ this 
is your meanness.’ ‘You need not insult 
me.’ I added, ‘I speak inthe presence of 
God, who sees us both. Hehath humbled 
me, and touched my heart, and I repent and 
acknowledge my folly before Him, and en- 
treat you also to fear Him, and no longer 
reject His merey.’ ” 

God prevailed. The contest was dropped, 
and I returned to town, urging my compan 
ions no longer to live in rebellion against 
God. 


Premier 
THE CHILD’S PRAYER. 
y Saviour, at thy gracious throne 
bend a willing knee ; 
O never leave my soul alone, 
But keep it near to thee. 
Through all my childhood’s sunny years 
I’ve found my wants supplied, 
And thou, amidst life’s thousand snares, 
Hast ever been my guide. 
Still keep my wayward spirit right 
Each TM icked thou Mt abduct 
Cause me to live with heaven in sight, 
With thee, my God, in view. 
me 2s. 
MAKING FUN. 

Once, when travelling in a stage-coach, I 
met a young lady who seemed to be upon 
the constant look-out for something laugha- 
ble. Every old barn was made the subject 
of a passing joke, while the cows and hens 
looked demurely on, little dreaming that 
folks could be merry at their expense. All 
this was perhaps harmless enough. Ani- 
mals are not sensitive in that respect. They 
are not likely to have their feelings injured 
b people make fun of them ; but when 








praying for the safety of her husband, who 
was then hiding from his persecutors in a 
wild morass :-— 


Returning from the meeting, a neighbor 
met her, and told her her house was de- 
stroyed, and all her children in it, by fire. 
Looking calmly at the trembling messenger, 
she replied, “It is impossible. Before I 
left home I gave my children to God, and I 
know they are safe.” To all the assurances 
of her friend she steadily answered, “ It is 
impossible.” Hastening forward, she speedi- 
ly found her faith confirmed, for her house 
and children were safe, and eagerly lookin 
for her return. The flames which had 
alarmed the neighbor, arose from a small 
cottage on the next farm. Turning to her 
friends she said, “I told you God would 
keep them safe, and I was right.” 

This woman lived long after the darkness 
of persecution had passed away, and her 
children all died in a good old age, faithful 
servants of their pious mother’s faithful 
God. Her husband too came forth from 
his refuge, and bore witness for many days 
to the Master’s truthfulvess. 





A DUEL PREVENTED BY THEBIBLE. 


A quarrel took place between two young 
men at the University of Paris. A chal- 
lenge followed, and they were to meet with 
deadly intent the next day. “I made all 
the prepardtions for it,” says one of 
the parties, “ but still I cannot look forward 
to it without horror. Nevertheless I was 
resolved to fight. Feeling for my sword 
in a dark closet my hand alighted uponacopy 
of the Holy Scripture. It was nearly mid- 
night and a sudden chill ran through my 
veins. Itook the book, instinctively to 
the light, and opening it, read the 10th 
Psalm. When [ came to this verse, 
‘ Wherefore doth the wicked contemn God? 
He hath said in His heart, thou wilt not re- 
quire it.’ 

I felt confounded, and throwing myself 
prostrate on the floor of my room, [ sobbed 
aloud and groaned, praying for pardon from 
God for the sake of Jesus. I darednotrise ; 
I was afraid even tolook up. I felt the eye 
of God upon me, and my sorrow was not 
tobe described, The tortured criminal does | 
not suffer what I then felt; and about an 
hour passed away, and at the end of that 





getting the elastic air-tubes, through which 
air is pumped down from above, foul. In 


time I felt somewhat more calm, and sat 


we come to human beings, that is quite 
another thing. So it seemed to me, for, 
after a while, an old lady came running 
across the fields, swinging her bag at the 
coachman, and in a shrill voice begging him 
to stop. The good-natured coachman drew 
up his horses, and the old lady, coming to 
the fence by the road-side, squeezed herself 
through two bars which were not only in a 
horizontal position, but very near together. 
The young lady in the stage-coach made 
some ludicrous remark, and the passengers 
laughed. It seemed very excusable ; for, 
in getting through the fence, the poor woman 
had made sad work with her old black bon- 
net, and now, taking a seat beside a well- 
dressed lady, really looked as if she had 
been blown there by a whirlwind. This 
was a new piece of fun, and the girl made 
the most of it. She caricatured the old 
lady upon a card ; pretended, when she was 
not looking, to take patterns of her bonnet ; 
and in various other ways sought to raise a 
laugh, At length the poor woman turned 
a pale face towards her. 

“ My dear,” said she, “ you are young, 
healthy and happy; I have been 80 too, 
but that time is past. I am now old, de- 
erepit and forlorn. This coach is taki 
me to the death-bed of my only child. And 
then, my dear, I shall be a poor old woman, 
all alone in a world where merry girls will 
think me a very amusing object. They will 
laugh at my old-fashioned clothes, and odd. 
appearance, forgetting that the old woman’ 
has a spirit that has loved, and suffered, 
and will live forever.” 

The coach now stopped before a poor- 
looking house, and the old lady feebly de- 
scended the steps. 

‘« How is she ?” was the first trembling, 
inquiry of the poor mother. 

« Just alive,” said the man who was lead- 
ing her into the house. 

utting up the steps, the driver mounted 
his box, and we were upon the road again. 
Our merry young friend had placed the 
ecard in her pocket. She was leaning her 
head upon her hand ; and you may be sure 
that I was not sorry so see 4 tear upon her 
fair young cheek. It was a lesson, 
and one which we greatly hoped would do 
her good. . 
Tt is pleasant to see a smiling face. We 
should encourage our hearts to look upon 
the sunny side of things, and there is no 








down, still holding the Bible in my hand. 


harm in being merry when no one is injured 
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by it; but in this, as in every other thing, 
let. us be conscientious. The wise man has 
said, “ There is a time to, laugh ;* but re- 
member, dear children, if we would not dis- 
lease our heavenly Father, we must take 
care and not be merry when conscience tells 
usit is wro I have heard children excuse 
themselves for laughing in the house of God, 
by saying that they couldn’t help it. Now, 
what is to be done when children can’t help 
doing wrong ? When they kneel before 
God in prayer, do they say, “I have done 
wrong, but [ couldn’t help it?” No, they 
would not dare say that. Let us, then, 
teach our hearts to be very honest, for unto 
Him who searcheth the heart we must tell 
the whole truth. 
“MYSELF WILL SEE ME.” 
1t is possible some of our young friends 
have seen the following anecdote; but 
whether they have or not it willbear repeating: 


Once, in a Sunday-school, a very little 
girl repeated the twenty-third Psalm very 
well, and so pleased a visitor who was pres- 
ent, and heard her, that he kindly took a 
shilling from his pocket, and said, 

« This is for your little lesson my child.” 

The child’s eye flashed with delight on 
what she never perhaps had had in her 

jon before; and she clasped her 
frand tightly over her prize. 

« Now,” said her father, “I see a great 
many shops open in this quarter, though 
it is God’s day. You must, on no account, 
spend that coin in any of them to-day, but 
keep it till to-morrow. You understand, I 
won't be with you to see you; but there 
is One who will see you, and will find out 
at once if you break the Sabbath day.” 

The child was silent, but kept looking 
up in the speaker’s face with a dark, 
thoughtful eye. 

« Who will see you?” he asked, after a 


use. 

ne Myself will see me,” said the child in an 
instant, with a gestureof pride. She did 
not know how noble her answer was; but 


she gave it clearly and promptly. She 
would disdain to lie or to deceive, even |** 
when alone. She could never disgrace 


herself, though it was only in her own 


eyes. That was the simple answer, full of 


truth and honor. 

Of course the visitor expected her to re- 
ply, “ God will see me!” Perhaps, after 
ali, it came to this, that God was so at 
home in the poor little heart, that she knew 
no difference between His eye and her own 
eye, Can each child who reads this say so? 
Is God at home in your heart, and making 
it so pure and holy that you think it the 
most solemn thing tosay, when you are 
tempted to sin, as the ragged child said, 
? Myself will see me.” 

iacteiGhedh 
TOUCHING MISSIONARY INCIDENT. 

A returned missionary from India related 
the following touching incident. It illus- 
trates the comforting power of the gospel of 
Christ upon every heart in which it is by 
faith received. 

I went on one occasion, in the city of Mad- 
ras, to visit a poor sick Hindoo, who was 


of shame was the ge teem Mautely he 
stood by the hot, i v 

in his little thin, naked hand ed teeweel 
Ge jell, 1 pyre 
several places, protruded a dirty looking rag, 
while his more infantile and less. sensitive 
brother, standing near him, raised hisappeal- 
ing eyes to the face of their kind questioner, 
who had already divined their errand, 

With tears of pity gushing from her 
eyes, unasked she filled their cold hands 
with food, placing seats for them near the 
fire, that while eating, they might warm 
their shivering limbs be pin feet. 
Then, turning, she filled the empty pail 
with such food as she could best spare from 
her larder, for she is not rich save in spirit. 

Innocent victim sof an unhallowed traffic ! 
how greedily they devour the long needed, 
long cov food, while in mournful, trem- 
ulous tones, they answered our questions. 

“Ts your father sick ?” I asked. 

«“ No ma’am.” 

“ Does he get work to do?” 

Ans. (reluctantly.) “ Yes, but he spends 
most all he earns for drink.” 

Heart sick, I closed my eyes involuntari- 
ly, shuddering as a scene of starvation and 
suffering, strife and discord, rose to m 
view. Qh, if there is a place where Tar- 
tarean night eternally prevails, unbroken, 
save by the fitful glare of demon fires, that 
place is prepared for the rumsellers!— 
Auburn Advertiser. 

i tenellpaainies 
LOVE TO ENEMIES. 

A few years since, a young man in the 
vicinity of Philadelphia was one evening 
stopped in a grove, with the demand,—* Your 
money or your life!” 

The robber then presented a pistol to his 
|breast. The young man, having a large 
sum of money, proceeded leisurely and calm- 
ly to hand it over to his enemy, at the same 
time setting before him the wickedness of 
his career. The rebuke of the young man 

cut the robber to the heart. He became 
| enraged, cocked his pistol, held it to the 
| young man’s head, and with an oath, 


1d, 
“Stop that preaching, or I will blow 
your brains out,” 

The youngmancalmly replied,— ‘Friend, 
to save my money I would not risk my life, 
but to save you from your evil course I am 
willing to die,—I shall not cease pleading 
to you.” 

e then urged the truth more earnestly 

and kindly, Soon the pistol fell to the 

round, the tears began to flow, and the rob- 

‘er was overcome. He handed the money 

}all back, with the remark, “ I cannot rob a 
|man of such principles !” 





—nenOieeat 
ANGEL VISITS. . 

Children are moved by the Holy Spirit, 
as well as converts of a mature age :— 


Two young girls found Jesus, and they 
were so happy they wanted, like him, to go 
about doing good ; so they went to see a 
ipoor old blind woman, and took her a bas- 

et full of food, and hearts full of love. 

“ Now,” they said, “don’t you want us 
to read you a little about the Lord Jesus 
| Christ ?” 





est. Now, did not the 
centred Wes ing on , yet 
she broke it by thinking about work, 
and sitting at the window wishing to begin. 


pee ae ere 

In the ic schools in the United States, 
there are 150,000 teachers and four millions 
of scholars—one scholar for every five free 
persons. In Great Britain there is one 
scholar to every eight of the population, and 
in France ohe to every ten. : 





CHILDREN’S COLUMN. 





I8s IT YOURS? 

James and John were walking together 
one Sunday afternoon toschool. “Phe weath- 
er being fine, they went slowly along, look- 
ing first at one thing and then at another, as 


will'be much happier if you do.—Banner. 
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children are apt todo. Now, their road 
lay round a garden, and in one of it 
there hung over the fence a bough of a fine 
apple-tree, and on this bough there were sev- 
eral beautifnl apples, of a fine rose color, 
smelling very sweet, and quite fit to gather. 


“ Oh, what beautiful apples!” said James, 
“T dare say they are quite ripe.” 

“Let’s get them,” answered John. 
“ Who'll know ?” 

“ Get them !” ted James. “ Why, 


it would be very wicked.” 

John. Father would not beat me, if he 
was to know. 

James. But my father would. 

John, But he won’tknow. Besides, we 
won't get them all. Thereis one, two, three, 
four, six, seven; and we will only get 
three. I'll have two, and you shall have 
one; and who will miss them? Nobody 
can see us, 

James. Yes, God can see us. He can 
see at all times. 

John. How do you know that ? 

James. Why, my father has told me so, 
very often. 

John. Well,I don’t care. I don’t think 
he sees us now. So I’ll have an apple. 

Then John jumped up to reach a little 
branch, which was rather more out of sight 
than the other branches, and on it were three 
fine apples; and he pulled it down, and 
said, ‘Look,James! Are notthese beau- 
tiful apples? Which will you have?” 

But James was a wise little boy. He 
knew that he loved apples very much, and 
he thought that if the apples came very 
near to him he should not be able to help 
taking one of them. So, when he saw that 
John was pulling the bough down, he set 
off and ran to school as fast as ever he could 
run. 

It is often wise to get out of the way of 
temptation. Keep away from that which 
you know to be wrong.— Banner. 

ae ae 
BLUEB-EYED SUSIE. 

I dare say some of my little friends who 
read this story think black eyes are a great 
deal prettier than blue ones. I suppose, too, 
that the little eyes that see these letters are 





many different colors. Well, now, this 
little Susie that I am going to tell you 
about had big d/we eyes, an 


very pretty | 


eyes too. There was only one time when | 


seems _ 
ing in stereoscopic relief. 

“Lo! where they stand 

In order grand, 


and his Apostolic band, 
‘Een as Thorwaidsen’s chisel wrpagnt 
The Teacher and the taught. 
The preee, and Son divine, 
Clothed with a solemn glory, shine !” 

The rings sponeunes tute feet 06 Raat, and is of the right 
size to hang over the mantle of the drawing-room or the library. 
Its subject and their masterly execution, lers it worthy of | 
oaee in any room ot any dwelling, however magnificent. No | 

ryymnn'a study be without it, and all who see it ad- | 
mit it is worthy of adorning the walls of every Christian 
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‘hese volumes, by Rev. W. M. Thayer, founded on 


of | i ra of Ai La id Mary L inspire bo; rr 
ives mos Lawrence and Mary Lyon, ys an 
to high aims and i} = 


useful lives. 


YOUNG AMERICANS ABROAD. l6mo. 75 cents. 


THE ISLAND HOME ; or Young Castaways. 16mo. 75 cents. 

Some OFigt Voys have thought this more ne than 
even ‘‘ RoUuwsun Crusoe,” or “The Swiss Family m,” 
because ~- boyish adventures and perils. 


PLEASANT PAGES FOR YOUNG PEOPLE; or, Booko 
Home Education and Entertainment. 16mo. 75 cents. 
An. mine for the 

long winter evenings. 





NEWOOMB’S WORKS. 
KIND WORDS FOR CHILDREN to Guide them in the Path 
f Peace. 16mo. cloth, 42 cents. 


A simple and beautiful exposition of the doctrines and duties 
language and with illustrations adapted to 


Any one of these works will be sent by the Publishers, post 
|, On receipt of the price annexed. 


GOULD & LINCOLN, 
89 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. 





BURNETT'S COCOAINE. 


A comenens of Cocoa-nut Oil, &c., for dressing the 
— ‘or efficacy and agreeableness, it is without an 
ual. 


t prevents the hair from falling off. 
It promotes its healthy and vigorous growth, 
It is not greasy or sticky. 
It leaves no di able odor. 
It softens the hair when hard and 
It soothes the irritated scalp skin. 
It affords the richest lustre. 
It remains longest in effect. 
It costes fifty cents for a half pint bottle. 


Burnett’s Cocoaine. 

Burnett’s Cocoaine. 

Burnett’s Cocoaine. 
TESTIMONIAL. 

Boston, July 19, 1857. 


Musszs. J. Burnett & Co.—I cannot refuse to state 
the es bay in my own aggravated case, of your 
t Hair Cc ine.) 


dry. 





For many months my bair had been falling off, unti) 
wae fearful of losing it entirely. The skin upop heae 
became gra¢ually more and more inflamed, so that I could 
not touch it without pain. This irritated condition 1 
attributed to the use of various advertised bair washes. 
which I have since been told contain camphene spirit. 

By the advice of my physician, to whom you had showed 
your prccess of purifying the Oil, 1 commenced its 
use the last week in June. The first application ailayed 
the itching and irri ation ; in three or four days the 
nese and tenderness disappeared—"he hair ceased to 


r 
fall, 
and I have now a thick 


been rowth of new hair. I trust that 
- Liver Complaint for six years, during which 1 was never Weul, | others, similar y afflicted, will be induced to try the same 
a | . they did not look pretty. Susie went to| suJ,much of tue Ume very’ sick. “My liver was sore to tho | Cth ¥ tra 
near his end. I passed,on my way. the) “ O, yes,” answered the poor blind wom- Su Y, day-school patos Suse day morning, She | Sesh, and Se octane cake wes cenpeeies._ | caeeg Ses | PV ea a ee. 
heathen temples, and heard from within the | an. sat very still when they all san 2. hymn | Sastonely h nag altenetdtnapeeten bean seul comnmate. Burnett’s Cocoaine. 
din of their noisy worshipers. At’ last I} And after they read, « Now, shall we not y g mn | ‘f dreadful sensation of oppression on uly’ stomach, with IaL- 


together ; but when they stood up for prayer, | 


eame to a lane lined with mud-walled cot-| have a little prayer-meeting with you?” This 


tages, in one of which lay this poor man. | they said. 


A si li iy 
bh ee —— single app! ee ge renders the hair (no matter how 


ckness ali over, kept 
uch 4 suiered irom 


me in 
ang! . You w how i! ap in- 
describable feeling of distress. The long 


stiff and dry,) and glossy for several da’ 


- Itis 
conceded by all who have used it to be the 


little Susie’s eyes were wide open! et and 


continuance of this 





* . condition, without relief, had worn me out so that | never ex- | Cheapest Hair Dressing in the World. 
It was a hut, not more than six feethigh| “Oh, yes,” answered the poor blind sete yon cd rong abs pected tobe better ; but reading la the Christian Advocate, af Secale we tock astenlin a B00.» Beaten. 
to the eaves, and patched with palm leaves, woman; and that was the best of all. wee, OP. SEP SR doses of your Helis, wo regulate the buwels as you direct. Yrom| — 26—1y 
7 ae | : -_-, |every one should do when we pray in Sun-| te tirst more eflect upon my disorder than. sup; aneee’ sn 
In orderto ‘ook inside the door, I hadto| When her pastor made his next visit, ? anything could have. 1 iy health rapidly, ang now 
toop down. As I seated myself before | what do you think she told him? “ Oh, I day-school, they were looking all about the | sitet seven wows Tne” Dispenser ofall good who SASTIS L. SEASPORD S <H.%, 
stoop ee. ‘ ” ~- | room. 


. wer 
the door, Lheard, not groans, not moans, but |have had a visit from the angels since you| Sometimes they would look at Fan- Joux W. Srort. 142 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON, 





the voice of singing. I called out, «Old 
man what are you doing?” 

“TI am singing praises.” 

“ Singing praises? I thought you were 
suffering.” 

“QO! [ am suffering,” he replied. « My 
body is all cramped with pain. I can’t 
stand up. I can hardly move.” 

And as I looked within I saw him all 
drawn together with rheumatism, creeping 
on his hands and feet towards the little 
door. As he advanced, he said cheerfully, 
“I’m singing because I’m going to a bet- 
ter world.” 

« You going to a better world!” Why, 
you’re a sinner. How can you, a poor sin- 
ner, go to heaven 7. 


« Ah, sir,” he said, “I am a sinner, [| 


know, but Christ my Lord has died for 
me. Hecan save me from my sins. QO! 
I'm going toa better world. Therefore I 
sing !” 
at 
AN EVERY DAY OCCURRENCE. 
“What do you want, little boys?” said 


my kind hearted hostess to a couple of poor- | 


ly clad little fellows, brothers, aged respect- 
ively eight and ten years, who had entered 
the back door of her warm and tidy kitchen. 
Poor little fellows, how wan and thin their 
features! Starvation and the pinching cold 
had withered their young spirits, and appar- 
ently deprived them of the power of utter- 
ance. 

The blue eyes of the elder were cast down- 
ward and veiled by the thin trembling lids, 
as if, of all his present suffering, the sense 


| were here,” said she. 
veonelbonien 

A CRADLE SONG. 
What does little birdie say 
In her nest at peep of day? 
Let me fly, says little birdie, 
Mother, let me ay away. 
Birdie, rest a little longer, 
Till the little wings are stronger. 
So she rests a little longer, 
Then she flies away. 


What does little baby say, 

In her bed at peep of day? 

Baby says, like little birdie, 

Let me vise and fly away, 

Baby, sleep a little longer, 

Till the little limbs are stronger. 

If she sleeps a little longer, 

Baby too shall fly away.—Tennyson’s 
| New Poem, ‘* Sea Dreams.”’ 





SABBATH-BREAKING. 

How many peoplethere are who break 
the commandment about the Sabbath. I 
remember once hearing of an old lady who 
be' to a class of Christians, who be- 
lieved that Sunday ought to be observed 
from sunset on Saturday night to sunset on 
Sunday night. But on Sunday afternoon 
'she was always in a hurry for the sun to set, 

so that she might begin her work. She 
| would take her knitting, and sitting at a 
| window looking towards the west, she would 
, watch the sun going down. She would not 
| touch the knitting while she could see the 
least bit of the sun; but the moment it had 
entirely gone down, she would snatch up 
jher knitting and begin to work in good earn- 





ny Smith or some other little girl. Some- 
times they were looking at a- bonnet, or a 
icture that hungon the wall. One day 
Basie’s teacher saw her blue eyes wide open, 
and she told all her little girls that she had 
some very pretty pictures in her pocket, and | 
she would let all the children see them if} 


they shut their eyes up tight in prayer- | gallons of it. 


time. If they kept them open, then they| 
could not see her nice pictures. “Qh,” | 
said Susie to Fanny Smith, « I mean to shut | 
mine up.” Poor Susie! She shut them 
up at first ; but soon she forgot all about it, 
and they opened wide. Then she looked all 
over the room, and just as the prayer was 
done, she thought of her eyes. But it was 
too late. 

The class all said their lessons, and then 
their teacher pht her hand into her pocket 
and took out the pretty pictures. “There 
they are,” said she ; “ but first, Susie, 
must turn your face to the wall and shut 
your eyes tight ; for you were naughty this 
morning and looked all about in prayer-time.” 
All the little girls ssw those pictures 
of “ Jesus: blessing little children,” and 
“ David with his sheep,” and a great many 
more. But Susie could not see one. 

My little friends, blue eyes are very nice, 
and so are black ones ; but they need to be- 
long to good little girls who will shut them 
up always in prayers, or else they are not 
pretty. Perhaps you have no one to watch 
over you as Susie had; but Jesus alwa: 
sees you. Please remember little Susie, 
and, whether your ¢yés are blue or black or 
brown, be sure to shut them tight next Sun- 





day, and every Sunday. Iam sure you 





ou you, 
Prepared by DR. J.C. AYER & CO., Lowell, Mass. 
Sold by all Druggists. ~ 








DR. J. W. POLAND'S 
FAMILY MEDICINES. 
PREPARED AT GOFFSTOWN CENTRE, X. H. 

1. The well-known Heapacus Kitter. For sick 

ous heada: and nervous di 

2. Humor Doctor. 1 

Qne physician alone has already 

Price 50 cents per bottie. 3. W: 


and nerv- 





rounp. Wherever used, ciged as a 

for coughs, colds, hoarseness, sore thi &c., ands 
sure cure for Kidney . Price 37] i-2centa. 4 COz- 
pag Piaster. Price 12 vents. The roll plaster in ex- 


best 
tence. The Pain Kaser, Chilbiain Killer, Butternut Pills, and 
— Ointment are equally good in their place, and equally 
el 


G. U- Goodwin & Co., and Weeks & Potter, Boston, General 
Agents. Sold by all dealers in medicines. 5—ly 





CLARK’S SCHOOL VISITOR, 
VOLUME IV. 
An Eight Page Monthly Day School Paper, containing Read- 
Engra‘ MM 8 &c., for scholars 
Se ywhere. fie March Number’ will appear in entire new 
type. 
SOMETHING NEW! 
The Visitor is now printed with a colored border, a feature 
heretofore unknown among papers. 
An Annual Pictorial Holiday School Visitor is furnished to 
every Subscriber, gratis. 


TERMS: Fine, colored border editions 50 cents a year ; 40 
cents in clubs of ten. 


Importers of Cutlery, Hardware, Skates, and Fishing Tack 
18 THE PLACE WHERE THE BOYS CAKX BUY BOXES CONTAINING 
A Whole Sett of Carpenter's Tools, 
ALL KINDS OF SKATES, 
BEVERY SORT OF JACK KNIVES AND POCKET KNIVES 
GARDEN TOOLS, FISHING RODS, LINES, HOOKS, 

Setts of Mi Drawing I 
IT IS THE PLACE, TOO, WHERE THE GIRLS CAN BUY 
4 SCISSORS, NEEDLES, 
Ladies’ Companions, 


Containing Scissors, Bodkin, Tape, Ni Thim! 
Pen Knives, Glove Hooks, Crotzher N » ria 


SCHOOL PENKNIVES, 
Collars for their little dogs, Hooks to button their Gaiter Boots 
Girls’ Skates, 
Presents for their Fathers and Brothers ; 

AND THE PLACE WHERE THE 
PARENTS OF THE GIRLS AND BOYS 
Buy all sorts of CUTLERY for THE TABLE, and all kinds o 

HARDW. Use. ott 





ARE for Family 
THEBOSTON REMEDY! 


REDDING’S RUSSIA SALVE. 
VEGETABLE OINTMENT | 














8 perfectly free from rial matter or 
Lene ocean Scents ovals 35 cents in clubs of + Pre | ei mater frpepee deat application interfere 
Address CLARK £ DAUGHADAT Publishers, with the mY mye hoe bed b; . regular 
- jeer Ani hyena puael for subse 
SUREST REMEDY 

BOYS’ CLOTHING, Bumerous bodily aflictions, fe 5 
Scalds, Felons, Old Sores, Flesh Wounds, Piles, 
18659, Cc Hands, Chilblains, 4 
ost Bitten Parts Sprains, Corns, ens, Cancers, rs, 

UNBIVALLED STOCK OF BOYS’ FALL AND | Whitlows, Warts, Bunions, Bi: Bties 


WINTER CLOTHING, 
—ar— 
Wholesale. 


A superb assortment, well worthy the examina- 
eee aoaioes before purchasing elsewhere. 


GEO. W. SIMMONS, PIPEB & CO., 
OAK HALL, 


32 and 34 Nerth Street. 39 


Sore Eres, Netale Rash, hom, Musgaste Bites, 
om Blist sad 'all Ortuneoae ae ped ether 


three sizes, at 25 
size contains the 
warranted 


Barnes. & Park wholesale agents, 13 & 15 Park Row 
New York. 





l4—ly 
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PERUVIAN SYRUP, 
OB PROTECTED SOLUTION OF PROTOXIDE oF 
IBON COMBINED. 


This well known has been used extensive- 
ly and with great success eoodt 


DYSPEPSIA, 
OB IMPAIRED AND IMPERFECT DIGESTION, 
AND THE CONSEQUENT 





A GLANCE AT a CLASSES OF 
There are, no doubt, any number of readers 
































apie ‘ H diners thinks: J joy, and save the child of the needy -— ‘ Deterioration of the Blood. 
ets ano thers? Madame 0 Genlie describes «|. ‘No-ma’em, not that-—it was Mr.—Mr.— Wiaturjag oat to tg eniiaioe By Sie Sop iing abides Ue pom | Dg igs stated theihiesa, and ide secemencal ede 
class of readers in her time, as follows :— oh ! there, now I know, it was Mr: Modern’s ; THE LARK. dered too often by the rising generation :— cauded thereby, he atien rom tbe vant of uch * pre 
I remember just how plain his name looked on Nttle That precious mother’s memory shall remain Seboasiantase ot sone with the blood 
ha a goabent en safely be clled renting | 8 cover ay eta tah hile nts; ons hongh wes to, [sat gee Saeaee ae nese a, 
; ! . as , Ixon 
it is in fact merely turning over the leaves,and| Mrs. C—— wheeled abruptly to lecture some . heii . ald the ulated for it to enter the circulation, For this reseon the FE. 
the bios fa’ Dainese to - ‘ - While we are ‘end snoring. , whose’ ** labor and sorrow.”?| RUVIAN SYRUP often radically cures disesses in 
deserves ¢ given laughing girls behind her, and the expression motion ofthe 1o eah dover anxious watchfalness, | Which other preparations of Iron and other medicines 
those who sre-said to amuse themselves with! .¢ her face was more austere than usval.— ee aig her wise guidance, her tireless love Most of | ihe following certifieste is from 1 knows citizens 
e ” . . le ate wei Down 
Thumb-reading. When she could command her own risibles Del apy hie all we temember the gentleness with ye yt ee 
This description may apply to. modern read-| sufficiently, she went on with the classing of pd teal which she taught our. infant feet to incline|sqets of the PERUVIAN SERUP, ae wee betes 
ers, for we have met many professed students, |}, pupil. Néxt morning the class in Geogra- Ac icthey shook the music down toward “‘ the green pastures and the still wa-| recommend it to the attention of the public. Rev. John 
| f ’ ittemore. 
than might have been absorbed through the/ motion. Win few to hear, and nove to our heavenly Father for a little season, and *geimonials from Clergymen-— The Rev, John Pier- 
thamb, although that useful sppendage does) 4, ¢___._ «« Now, young ladies, for what Yet cor sean never reach then will come the blessed realization of the | Pot‘atedase by the ussof the PERUVIAN SYRUP ved 
not rank high among the intellectual organs. par poss de you study Geography ? Miss is sagt Une enraptured ark Saviour’s assurance, “In my Father’s house i affords me preat enthafhistion to-An4 that fie making 
The following anecdotes will illustrate well |. , it is your question.’” “1 wonder, tin Marry.eaid. are many mansions. wy cslliod esecieting ie thatit p hamessagg - — 
the difference between the careful reader,and| ,, To—t hem !”” en uy bo seaty, when _ eet = ee ere 
the class alluded to by the gifted French| 4. wist do you expect to learn from it?” For there are none Wo hear him then. DOWT PLAY WITH GUNS. mend the PERUVIAN SYRUP to any whose babite ren 
woman. “JT at d the ambitious reviewer Viaiiamenne Shocking Accident.—Saturday afternoon two Neuralgia Le Affections * soadthereean pate 
One day 0 farmer camo to transl some| «gong ~bipe . Pe yer ems Ses eee sons of Rev. J: S. Weize, at’ Lithopolis, Ohio, tonne Rev. Arthur B. Puller: « Suffering much from in- 
business with Professor H——, at ——, and as . noms TOCe Prat 2 satrys 08 J were ina room of their father’s house, pr I failed to obtain any relief until rite the Pee 
“9 ’ Miss N—— drew herself up with dignity. — Has Harry never felt the pain, when. one of them,-eleven years old, took up @| tuvien Syrup.’ psa 
The pleasure-pain_of too much joy y Pp yru; 
dinner was announced before it was concluded, | ,, 7.6 it no such question in my book, or + So,that he-cannot giite restrain ' gu. which was standing in the corner,and| The Rev. Thos. Whittemore: ‘I bave bees using for 
the man was urged to remain and dine with| 1... sure I should have seen it."” From shouting like @ craay boy? playfully remarked to his brother, six years be nah pod eh oR ar 
the family. The invitation was accepted, and deavored with the ? Tape (who has not bag gase out)” old, that he would shoot him, and levelling the | have no deubt, that in cases of paralysis,like mine, Dys- 
: ei . Mrs. O—— endeavo: wi t utmost Relures. some ry tmnt n, fired away, blowing full half of the Rittie | pepsia, and especially of Dropsy, it may be administered 
the two were soon engaged. in conversation.—| +), ,dness to convince the young lady that she Which puts all lessons to the rout. os , bens os ‘pin, | With a greater prospect of success than any other medi- 
young lady A , fellow’s head off, killing him instantly. The! eine in use among us.’ 
The learned and affable Professor was one of) 1ust have some reason for studying Geography, pp. pepe a older brother-did. net- dream of there being a! N.B.—Pamphlets giving further information of the 
those men who can adapt themselves, with |}. in vain. Beyond getting through the book agpingns. Ee ne deet, load in the gun, only vabing ond levelling it | 8¥7=p can be bad on application to the agents or to 
genuine courtesy, to any society, however |i. had no notion whatever, and was so pain- Well, but § t the same delight in’ sport; but it was heavily charged with shot |W; 1 CLARK .@& CO., Proprietors. 
withont any di i ot STAR TY bd or Peet wekesile love apes thet, and the aim was too true. Mrs. Weize was CUDMAN BUILDINGS, 78 SUDBURY sT. 
homely, out any display of co fully embarrassed by questions out of it, that Apd takes him far beyond our sight nearly frantic: with her great grief, and the . 
But in this instance he passed, almost uncon- ; ici To sing his grateful thanks to ro ; Lae Boston: 
, . Mrs. O—— gave up all idea of eliciting an a tad he titi Aidetak telloe surviving brother will not be consoled. Bold by Dra Uy in 
sciously, from common place topics, to a pro- original idea from her finishing pupil. As I He thanks Him for his lowly nest, was kept loaded to shoot pigeons.— Colum- a1; eelate ge y in the Unites States: 
found philosophical di ion, in which his may add one or two more instances, I will de- Mand for the night of peasetil rest. (Ohio) Journal, 27th. 
rustic companion appeared entirely at home. | ¢,. any moral; moreover, these ‘ Titumb- See, down he comes ! how like the star —— BY THE LATE FOREIGN MAILS, 
Curiosity prompted the Professor to inquire | peaders” have a habit of skipping that. The He ope ape io wir nes «os 4 “RESPECTABLE” REARED FAMILY.| )> 5. FRANCIS MASON writes from Toungoo, Chins : 
where he acquired so profound a knowledge of : he sent eo seis dommes Every youth should have some trade or pro+| pei rq geet Be Medicine in so constant demand as the 
! other class are wise enough to have drawn one opis time tog ; the lark has gone* Pain Killer, and 1 cannot fancy the limit to its sale did 
these ‘subjects. ‘‘ You must have,’’ said he, already. Maus. P, P. Bannur. Down to hile nest amid the stubble, fession. If possible, it should be one. adapted + wrap have th on hand. Flease send me forty-eight 
“<q valuable library.”” The farmer smilea.— ‘Whici prompted ail bis happy trouble. to his natural endowments; but/at all events,| “ev G..P, Watrous, writing from Shwaygyeen,Burmah, 
‘* I never read many books ; my whole library Ser eiw we. one which should give sufficient employment to pn bet sag EY oy yar rlp hae Bi pin Riller at 
is a copy of * Locke on the Understanding,”’ LETTERS FROM SUBSCRIBERS. A PET MONKEY'S TRICK. mind and body. pte Please forward tweive boxes (via Caleutca) by 
a ‘at opportunity. 1 enclose draft on Treasurer of A. B 
and the Bible. Those two books I have read, One bright summer's morning, with a house A gentleman, thought it not respectable to | M. Union for the amount.’ 
over and over again, and each time | learn North Rochester, Jan. 2, 1860. : 


P ; * Rev. B. C. Thomas write joan’ 
full of guests, we missed two young ladies at bring up his children to work, and lived to see rea say that! Rate m0 a Rape apes Lari 


something new. They keep me thinking,| Messrs. Olmstead & Co., Sirs :—Please find | the breakfast table. Thinking they had over-| them pursuing the following occupations :— | have mot had for s month past. By some 











me asm y combination of 
sir. I can plough all day without being lone-| enclosed one dollar for the Companion the | slept themselves, we took no pains to disturb One enterprising son tovk to horse “®? | thought it Aid be dima cea Smo 98 anon) 3 thon 
fo cs .. he mf ight aber present year. I have found it a dearer com- | them until the meal was eat over, when I| nother tended:a beer booth for circuses. A itis all gone, and I have ordered sume from Hengeon, 
ap eedisidab we “eP*| Danion the past year ¢han ever before, and I | went up.stairs.ind tapped at their door. I'was | ‘ughter entered the profession of model artist, | but Bee eS i eatne fart les tho Fain. Killer 10 :bo- 
me company.” could not now think of parting with "it for d by @ smothered cry of distress, when | #24 another son was furnished employment by | tives, ies tien aepeeareat Mish ofieers end. abbiowens: 
No ‘* thamb-reading” that. This anecdote | twice its value. It always finds a welcome at |I opened the door, and suw the two unhappy the State at stone-cutting, under a keeper. wae hig Bement ig oe the natives of late than usual, 
was related to our class by @ teacher in the recita- | Our fireside, and my little brother is never tired | creatures struggling under the bed. clothes, — £ jremtergerae eres Reseen, oa od 4, 1889. 
tion on Intellectual Philosophy, and gave me of standing by my side to hear me read its | with our monkey perched upon their knees, SAVED BY A PARROT. Messrs. Perry Davis & Bon: 


: l li oe : re * . ry Sira,—l have very great pleasure in recon mer di: 
téod for thought, as I pasted on my way to call| fhe Chmpanion, and shen yeu shall be called |Srannere andceven making every now anf then| Tee-S¥tcuse Journal of ebruary 25th anys: your wedicine.I"eke tudating s fom necks since with 
upon a young lady pupil in the boarding-house. to your reward, may some worthy person be |a most furious rush at them w a hand ora On Thursday Jast, while Mrs. Zimmerman, any food. I was recommended to take your Pein killer. 

She finishing her education, and already | found to supply your place. Yours &e. nose h a for a t to be exposed. It | Who resides at No, 59 Mulberry street, im this} and after taking s few doses, 1 was ng 

was 9 ’ y 7 ie i heix | City, was cleaning the mantelpiece, ber clothes eee Tae Wile neon: 
thouaht hessiif lite Midraed. “3 Papen G. H. G. was well I had gone to their: rescue, for their | “!*Y, ang - ‘piece, P. 8.—Lhave the same medicine to many 
ougt quite . Pbega Me SO RY Re horror was beyond description, and so long as took fire, which so frightened her that she | of my friends for different complaints, and in every in- 
versation,—not brilliant enough to repeat,— Plymouth, Wis., Feb. 17, 1860. they screa and struggled the monkey was | Could not give the alarm,’ and had it not been | stance tt has had ar mea ae 
upon the weather, and kindred themes, butshe| 4.005 Olmstead & Co. :—Enclosed please | not likely to ‘give them up. They said they for a faithful peas whieh ae the same! Having tested the medicine ealled Pais Kituss, wanu- 
put aside my remarks to introduce more | find one dollar for the Youth’s Companion for | had first heard some unusual sound upon the | 0m who cried ‘‘ fire, fire, fire,”’ thus giving Somand by Perry Davia, & Son of Providence, in the 
: eer the " Our children find it indeed | dressing-table, when; looking out of bed, the the alarm to a vs ti the yard, who rushed in pe mere nas at ate mui pleasure Se speaking of ite 
“ee capa of reading, Miss P—?” she|® shamas snd weal couitpation for their lei- | perceived to their dismay that the monkey had - eS ‘4 b = selon > a wor fied cfmins: bo 2 ¢ related iaterial jinceae meen 5 
“ Cae rn * rr é t of mine, (who ust returned from t tatee,) 

inquired with animation. “Pray what are|®°7e moments, and I can truly say that wefind | entered by the open window, and was busily Oe aay ite, abp-cscnped | i ros x 



































. ee oe i h, ‘ 
no paper that affords us more pleasure to read examining the curiosities of their toilette. Had | Without any serious injury to her person. Killer wich he hed brought wih him aed vixch Hieok 
you reading now ?’’ than the Companion. therefore we wish you they been quiet he would most likely returned SR RB internally, as he directed. The relief was in.mediate 
, . e ’ e' y , rh and so satisfied was I of ite value as a medicine, that I 
1 mentioned one or two of my last selections. many years of usefulness and success. as he came ; but so we as they betrayed their “STEWED SNAILS.” immediately vent ovaz te New York for halt a dozen of 
* Bat sach books must be so tedious. I am Yours truly, c.W.W. pat ah way ty her pg gtr gy E. G, Buffum, the Paris correspondent of domly featty and oie ais leek ee ee 
a great reader myself, but I prefer ‘ The Wan- at bain Jam ping "eM | the Alta California, waxes eloquent over a | ble value, and relief to almost all kinds of suffering acd 
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